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A Letter to C. L. Eq; 


From a Friend to whom he lent a Bouk of the Lives and Action 
Q ſeveral French Heroes, with their Pictures, delicately 
taken from thoſe in the Palace of Cardinal Richlieu at — 


H E Volume, Sir, ſo kindly lent by you, 
Tranſports my Mind with Joy and Wonder too. 
Well, has the Learn'd Hiſtorian play'd his Part, 
But more the Graver, ſtiikes us with his Art! 
Let ſure, of all his Beauteous Draughts, there's none, 
So exquiſite, as that for RICH LIE V done; 
A Loſty Mein! in a Majeſtick Robe, 
With Wiſdom in his Look, to Rule the Globe. 
And ſince you thus have Charm'd, my Leiſure Hours, 
Accept the following Rhimes, to ſoften yours. 


When Huge 60 L IAH, with an Impious Boalt, 
Aloud Defy'd the little Jewiſb Hoſt ; 

Deſpair and Terror through their Army ran, 

Scar'd with the Bulk of ſuch a Monſtrous Man! 

So RICHLIEVU's Vaſt, Gigantick Wit we find, 
As much out- ſtalks the reſt of Human Kind; 

His Genius rais'd the drooping Gauls to Fame, 

And made their Foes ſtand Trembling at his Name. 


Down ! Down! with HERESY, his Eminence cry's, 
For from its Fall, muſt FRANCE Triumphant riſe; 
But firif by Land, we muſt the BELGIAN ſhake, 
And next the Naval Power of BRITAIN break. 


This was his Scheme, purſu'd with Craft and Guile, 
A Politick Siege! that ſtill blockades our Iſle. 
»Till this is rais'd, our Cares, our Toils are vain, 
We wear, (tho? yet unſeen) the Gallict Chain. 
But as that Wretch of G AT H, tho' Arm'd with Steel, 
Was overthrown by little D 4 VI D*s Skill. 
We hope we may ſome ENGLISH DAVID get, 
To match this French Gol iab's boiſt'rous Wit. 
Or, if the Bleſſing ENGLAND ſhould refuſe? 
Perhaps HIBER NIA may the MAN produce? 
If ſo, the Maſes all their Harps ſhall ſtring, | 
And in Immortal Verſe, 6 __— ſhall ring 


Secure, - 


A Thouſand Sail, might inſtantly. be Mann d. 


(2) 


Secure, and Potent muſt our Iſland be, | 
While We, (and We alone) are Lords at Sea; 
Firm as a Mountain, ſtable as a Rock, © * 


Begirt with Fleets, we fear no Foreign Shock. 


But, if we're overmatch'd in Naval Force, 
Priſoners of War, we ſoon muſt yield of Courſe. 
Fleets are the floating Bulwarks of the Land! 
But Fleets muſt not be only Built but Mann'd ! 


And Mann'd from whence? Why, from the FISHING A RT; | 


But who this Noble Syſteme ſhall impart 2 2 


The Ancients fancy'd half the Globe Wer 
But where, or how it lay, was not reveal'd ; 
At length Columbus drew the Weſtern Scene, 
Diſcloſing all thoſe Wondrous Views within. 
From his Succeſs, our Emulation came, 
We ventur'd out, and we atchiev'd the fame : 
And now at every Clime, and Port we call, 
And compaſs, as we pleaſe, the Watry Ball. 
Vain Art! *Tis true, the Surface well we know, 
But ftill alas, we're blind to what's below 
There Treaſures ſwarm, as boundleſs as' our Wiſh, 
Millions of Gold, in Shoals of glittering FISH! 
Ariſe Columbus now |! —— and let us reap, | 
From you DireQions to explore the Deep. 


That Science once effectually Enjoy d. 
Ihe Siege is rais d, and RIC HLIE V's Plot deſtroy'd- 


Oh! Could we now break up this Magazine 6 
There's full Employ for Fifty Thouſand Menn. 


No Beggars then, would haunt from Door to Door, 


Nor Taxes ſwell ſo High for Pariſh - Poor. 

No Pads would then by Day, the Roads infeſt, 

Nor Burglars in the Night, diſtract our reſt. 5 215 
No dreadful Doom our Seſſions would pronounce, | 

Of Twenty Malefactors, Hang'd at once. 

For all our Hunger - Bit, that ſtarve for Bread, 
Or Thieve for Want, might here be Cloath'd and Fed; 


While round the World their Labours hall be ine wit 


And Gems, and Ingots bring us in Return 
From hence! ſhould Foreign Foes inſult. che Land... 


* 


Let SPAIN then to PE RU unenvy'd go, | 
While ſafe at Home, this Rither MIME we know: 


Sole Monarch of the World, ſhall ENGLAND then become, | 
Greater than PERSIA, GREECE, ane 2 a 


But whither am I ſtragled out of d 


*Tis hard to ſtrive againſt a Magners ſorcgcdge. 
Smit, for her Country's Safety, Worth, and Fame, 


And dazPd with the Glory of the Theam; 


The giddy Muſe, Trapan'd ſhe knows not where, 
Sings what we ſhould be, not what nom me are. 1 


The Preſent Face of Things, with ghaſtly view, 
Would damp your Joys,— 


* 


Our Senate Yearly meet in Pomp and Stare, 


- ſhould ſbe.delincate true, 


And Ways, and Means, for ENGL AND's Good Debate 3 


Voluminous Szatutes too, I grant are made, 


Our Poor to leſſen, and promote our Trade; art: 
And ANN A's Mandates from the Throne we hear, 


On theſe two Points to bend their utmoſt Care. 
Wa Paper all! What Iſſue can we boaſt ? 
Our Poor are doubled; and our Fiſhery's loſt. 


Some Artful Hand thars wants the Mart a9 Wo, ul 
And drive the Ax directly at the Root, | abgabe 1 


To purge away thoſe Fogs- that damp our-Sighty\ * 


And ſhow the How ! and Where ! in open Light; 


Till he arrives our Work has little Hope, 

Prate on we 3 but in 1 the Dari w e W 

„ Jad of SEP 
Then maſh” we e the Loa! ; in this My 

And is our Caſe. forlorn.? and paſt Redreſs?. ----- 

Forbid it Fate! Next Seſfops ſurely willy 

Bring 0, and Balm, and Heal our throbbing 1. 

And O ye Wealthy Ones! ye Mi! and Great! 

Who ſtile your ſelves the Guardians of 'the e 


When next ye Conſult hold, in BRITAIN's = 


To Phyſick her Diſeaſe, by more new Laws; 
Let this one Pithy Line, be Learn'd by All, 


3 o 


We ! 


BEWARE TOUR ANCIENT FOE, THE HAVGHTT GAUL! 


Who hourly Conn's that Crafty Leſſon o'er, 

Prick'd down, and left by, RI HE FED _—_ before, 
I ſee! I trembling ſee! his Deep Deng, 
To Hem Us in, and Gird Us with 4 Line 
And while he finds Us Jul Secufg id Peace, 1 3 


His brooding Soul, in * Re/ty, * Seas. Xt 


= 


Ah 


%3I 


| Ah whither is B RITANIA's Honour fled? —2 

Or where her boaſted Fame? Aſleep ? or Dead? — 
Chain'd on the Rock of Ignorance ſhe lies, 

Anaromeda-like, and Melts Us with her Cries ; 

Two Monſters ſtand the Virgin to Devour, x 

Abroad the GAUL, at Home our Clamorous POOR. | 1 

Kind Heaven diſpatch ſome Perſius, ſwift away, wer Me 1 

To quell the Monſters, and releaſe the Prey. Aa | 


We once had Power, - (*twas in a Female Reign, 
And may we fee thoſe Glorious Days again!) 
When bold Attempts, or Enterprizes new, 29 K | 
Alarm'd our Je, the Ports of France to view; | | 7 
Take Tale of all their Ships, — and when we liſt, 
Command all further Building to deſiſt; 9 
Preſcribe what Lines their Voyages ſhould bound, _ 
Nor durſt they on their Lives be ſeen beyond ; | | 
We then were not by France alone rever'd, 
But all the World our Naval Proweſs fear*d. 
But om from Eat to Weft, from Pole to Pole, 
The Gallick Shipping, Trade without Controul : 
While we, ſupinely ſhrink from Day to Day, 
To narrower Bounds, and loſe our Ancient Sway. | EE. 
The Datch our Herrings, Our Cod, the French purloin, © + 
Supply our Marts,— and we look Idly on. | Es 


Thus I this Rough unfiniſh'd Sketch have ſent, 
To you, Dear Sir, who long your Thoughts have bent, 


On this Great ART. And tho? miſtaken Men, | q 
May Laugh, — and call you Fraxtick— Wild, — and Vas; | 
Too late they may this fatal Error Learn, | | 


The FISHERY ſhould have been our GRAND CONCERN. 
If fo, your Notions claim ſuch High Regard, | 
A Golden Statue ſhould their Truth Reward. 
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